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"What talk is this that I robbed my lord ?
He freely gave of his own accord
For value received.    Is the Sahib a fool,
To be forced by those who are under his rule ?
He freely gave.    I, as freely, took,
And clear is my name in the Judgment Book.
The lamps were my peculiar trust, To wipe them clean from dirt and dust; And clean they were, or the scullion lad Had looked more chastened, contrite, and sad. For every day when I smoked my hookah,
He worked at my direction, And they shone like moons ere they could pass
The test of my stern inspection.
I watered the oil, I boldly avow.
Should shame then furrow this honoured brow ?
For a paltry gain from a source discreet
Is calumny aye to dog my feet ?
I grant that the oil then burnt more dim,
But my thought alone was to benefit him,
My master, whose salt I daily ate
(And sold, it is true, at the market rate.)
His eyes are failing; if dim the light
He retires the sooner to sleep for the night.
I salved his sight and refreshed his brain.
Is this, then, accounted no lasting gain ?
Of our senses our eyes are most precious and blest,
And which of God's gifts is better than rest ?